The moft UmentaUe T ragedie 

She will a handmaid be to his defires, 

A louing Nurfe.a Mother to his youth. 

S*. Afcend faircQueene,PantheanLords,accompany 
Your noble Emperout and his loudy Bride, 

Sent by the heaueni for P rince S aturuine, 

Whofe wifdomehath her Fortuneconquered, 

There (hall we contaminate our fpoufall rites. 

Exeunt omnes . 

Titus, I am not bid to waitcvpon thisBridc, 

Tttus when wert thou wont to walkealonc, 

Difhonourcd thus and challenged of wrongs? 

Enter Mar cm and T Hus formes. 

M Arcus. O Titus fee ! O fee what rhon haft done ! 

Ina bad quarrell flaine a vertuous fonne. 

Titus. No foolifh Tribune, no 5 No fonneofmine, 

Nor thou, nor thefe, confederates in the deede, 

That hath dishonoured all our Family, 

Vnworthy brother, and rnworthy fonne*. 

Lucius. Butletvsgiuchimburiall as becomes: 

Giue Mutius buriall with our brethetCB. 

Titus. Tray tors away, he r efts not in this tomb* j 
This monument fiue hundreth y cares hath flood, 
Whichlhauefumptuoufly reedified s 
Heerenone but Souldiers and Romes Scruitors, 
Repofeinfamc :None bafely flaine inbraules. 

Bury him where you canhecomes not Deere. 

Marcus, My Lord this is impiety in you. 

My Nephew cJWuttus deeds do pi ead tor him. 

He rauft be buried with his breiheren. 

Titus two founts ffeaket. 

And Ihall, or him we will accompany. 

Tttus. And (hall! What villainc was it fpakethat word’ 
Tttus fount ff cakes* 

He that would vouch it ia any place but heerc. 

Titus. 


of Titus Andronicusl 

Titus What would you bury him in my defpight? 
Marcus. No noble Tims but intreat ofthec. 

To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tftuf, (Marcus , Eucn thou haft ftrokevpon my creit* 
And with thefe boyes mine honour thou haft wounded, 

My foes I doc repute you cuery one. 

50 trouble roc no more, but get you gone. 

Sonne. He is not with himfelfc, let vs withdraWo 
e Sonne. Not I till Mutius bones be bnried. 

The brother and the founts hreele . 

Marcus, Brother, for in thatnamc doth nature plead 
l.Sonne* Father, and in that name doth na tore fpcake. 
Titus. Speakethounomorcifall the reft will fpcede. 
OWar* Renowned Titus more then halfe my foulc* 
luttuso Deare Father, foule and fubftance cf vs all* 
(Marc. Suffer thy brother (Marcus to interre 
His noble nephew heerc in venues neft, 

Thatdied in honour and Lautni*s cau(c. 

Thou art a Romaine be not barbarous : 

The Grcekes vpon aduife did bury Alax 
That flew hknfclfe t and wife Laertes fonne a « 

Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals* 

Let not young Mu: tut then that was thy ioy, 

Be bard his entrance heerc. 

Tttus. Rife Marcus-, rife, 

The riifinaift day is this that ere I faw, 

Tobediflionortdby my fonnesinRomc. 8 
Well bury him,andbury me the next. 

They fnt him tn the Tom be. 

Lucius, ThcreLc thy bones fweet Mutius with thy friends 
Till w e with Trophccs do adorne thy tombe . 

They all kneel* and fay. 

No man fhed teares for noble Muttus, 

He hues in fame that aide in vertues caufe* 


